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the dangers I had passed, and I loved him
because he pitied them. At least he recog-
nized me at the Villa and after lunch came
to speak to me. An indignant Foreign
Secretary of a smaller State, seeking audience,
turned sharply to some one standing two
feet behind my back. * Who is this unknown
who takes precedence of all of us,5 he asked,
cand then occupies Briand?' Aristide turned
from me for a moment and took the speaker's
hand cordially. They conversed in low
tones for a few minutes. Presently Briand
beckoned to me. CI1 pretend,3 he said pre-
senting me, cqu?il est poete. G'est possible,
meme probable. Pour ma part, monsieur,
je prefere de le regarder comme toujours
inconnu. Vous vous rappellez, n'est-ce pas,
omne ignotum pro magnifico*